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if we'd build a real bath-house for the community. We
called meeting after meeting and at last agreed to accept the
offer. Meanwhile the Red soldiers allowed us to use their"
bath-house on certain days of the week. The women were
scared to go near the place. They had never been inside a
bath-house in all their lives. They thought there were devils
inside who might choke them. Only a few of the men
braved themselves to go, four of them, I believe, and one
caught cold, and then the rumour spread that a bath-house
was a dangerous place, it was easy to catch cold there, and
the entire project was dropped. That's the kind of stupid
and ignorant creatures these muzhiks here are/

Several peasants burst into laughter.

*To the devil with the bath-house,' broke in one of
them ; 'it is land we want ! We can live without a bath--
house, but how can we live without land ? And why
don't they divide the landlord's estate as they promised ?

'Do you suppose the land will jump up the sky ?'
Nikifor shot back hotly. 'Haven't you seen how the other*
estates around here bave been given away to peasants ?
Have patience, our turn will come yet.'

'Patience, you say T thundered a rasping voice. The
speaker was Nikifor's own brother. He jumped to his
feet and waved his arms violently as though ready to strike
someone. 'To the devil with your patience. When we are
carried to our graves you'll still be shouting patience. Some
of us have not many more years to live. We have not got
time to be patient much longer.*

The speech struck a responsive chord in the crowd, and
several other men jumped to their feet, waved their hands
violently, and shouted at the top of iheir voices. They
denounced and cursed and swore at the Soviets and at
Nikifor and shook their clenched fists at him. I thought
they ~ would come to blows and spoke to several of the more
excited muzhiks to calm them down. But of no avaiL
Pandemonium broke loose. The flood of wrath that had
risen within them had to have its outlet.

Nikifor's face flamed. His hat dropped to the ground >
the collar of his shirt loosened ; sweat shone in big drops
on his forehead and under his blazing eyes. He, too, was
waving his arms and shouting. He was no Bolshevik,